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Sit Smile-Ups Saves 
Dinner 


pe Winks 


“Twas very near Thanksgiving day, the wallain had all been 
made, 

The pumpkins waited patiently beneath the long vine’s shade, 

And Susan in the kitchen cried, “What ever shall I say, 


The pumpkin pie I clean forgot—tomorrow is the day!” 


The mistress will be angry, then the master put out too, 

They'll cry, ““Oh, Susan Billups, what ever did you do— 

To leave the pumpkins on the vines, and this Thanksgiving 
day? 

The children will be anxious, and Grandma will turn gray.”” 


“Now, nonsense,” cried Sir Smile-Ups, ‘as he galloped up 

to see 
“You Susan Billups, get to work, while I am counting three. 
“Discard that vain imagining, and all those Scold-Up looks, 
My, if this isn’t one big joke—why can’t we both be cooks ?”” 


Then Susan looked up smiling, and rushed out through the 
door, 

And brought a pumpkin from the vine in just one minute 
more. 

She soon had cut it into bits, and spiced and fixed it fine; 

When Pumpkin Pie stood on the shelf the clock was striking 
nine. 


Said Grandma, lifting up her fork, ““Why, daughter, this is 
great! 

This pumpkin pie’s delicious—beats mine, at any rate!” 

cried little Flossie, know the reason why— 

Our Susan caught Sir Smile-Ups; "twas he that made that 
pie!” 
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HALLOWEEN, ITS ORIGIN AND CUSTOMS 
Eva M. Cooper 


—-——=]ID YOU ever stop to think, when you are 
} gathering your nuts and apples and pumpkins, 
your pictures of black cats and witches and 
goblins for your Halloween party, how these 
customs originated in the first place? 

In that far away “‘once upon a time” 
when people really believed in elves and fairies, 
goblins and witches, riding on black cats and 

broomsticks was supposed to be the favorite way in which 
witches, at least, traveled. 

Games at this time in which nuts and fruits are used 
are easy to understand, as Halloween is, naturally, a har- 
vest festival. Building bonfires also seems natural enough, 
both as a protection against frost and enchantment; fire al- 
ways having been considered a protection against all forms 
of magic. . 

But perhaps you are wondering why the many curious 
and amusing ways of telling fortunes are always associated 
with Halloween entertainments. Well, these same elves 
and fairies and goblins, that I have spoken of, were sup- 
posed to take a lively interest in folk, and while they were 
often mischievous, it was thought also that they could be in- 
duced, through the proper ceremonies, to tell the future of 
young people. And that is the reason for “‘naming seeds,” 
walking backwards with a looking glass and many other 
amusing ways in which fortunes are told. 

There are many other interesting customs of olden 
times, one of which was that on Halloween the master of 
the family used to carry a bunch of straw around his fields 
of corn saying, 
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“Fired and red low, 
Light on my fields now.” 


This fire was meant to ward off witchcraft or any 
other influence that might prevent the corn from ripening; 
and it probably did as long as the people had faith in it. 
In Scotland too, in those days on Halloween, the red end of 
a burning stick was waved about a person in mystic figures 
to accomplish the same spell. Those old-time witches were 
supposed to dislike a bright fire, probably because it is bright 
and cheerful and they cannot stay around. But there is one 
pretty custom still kept up in some parts of England, which 
those of you who love apples would all enjoy. Allan 
Day, as it is called, is the day of days to hundreds of chil- 
dren who would be greatly disappointed if they had to go 
to bed on Allan night without an apple to place beneath 
their pillows. Probably the children are supposed to dream 
what they will do when they become “‘grown-ups” and if 
the apples are large and red, the kind that seem to catch and 
hold the sunshine, the dreams must be pleasant indeed. 

In some parts of England also, it was formerly the 
custom, for both grown-ups and children to go from door to 
door a-souling, that is, begging for soul-cakes, or anything 
else they could get. In some places they gave a play of some 
kind also, but in all cases the following or some similar song 


was sung: 
"Sout for, a soul-cake; 
Pray, good mistress for a soul-cake. 


One for Peter{ and two for Paul, 


An apple, 3-pear;~a plum or a cherry, 
: _ Ava very good thing to make us merry.” 


The soul-cake referred to was a kind of bun which at ~ 


one time was an almost universal custom for people to bake 
to give to one another at this time. But back of these cus- 
toms that have survived with more or less meaning for 


2 
Three for them who made us all, 
Soul—soul, fok an apple or two; 
If you've no apples, pears will do. 
Up with your kettl4 and down with your pan, 
Give me a good big ‘ane and I'll be gone. 
“Soul—soul, for a = etc. 
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centuries, is a deeper meaning still, for they were once seri- 
ous religious rites or ceremonies. At one time the inhabit- 
ants of Great Britain, Ireland and parts of France were 
called Celts. Like the Greeks, they had many gods and dei- 
fied, or made sacred, rivers, forests, fountains, etc., but their 
chief altars were dedicated to the sun. The Druids or 
priests who conducted their religious ceremonies gave a 
harvest festival in its honor, on the 31st of October. Great 
fires were built on the sacred cairns or altars on the hilltops, 
which were kept burning throughout the year; but at this 
time they were put out and new ones kindled to be kept 
burning also throughout the year. The household fires were 
also put out at the same season and rekindled with brands 
from the sacred flame. This fire was supposed to be a 
protection for the household. 

The Druidic religion of the Celts gave way to Chris- 
tianity and the sacred cairns on the hilltops were neglected. 
Yet, the people still felt much of the same reverence for the 
old customs and these, in time, came to have a Christian 
meaning. In the seventh century, the Pantheon, at Rome, 
the beautiful temple dedicated to all the gods, became a 
Christian place of worship. The anniversary of this change 
was at first celebrated on the first of May, but was changed 
later to the first of November. So the harvest festival of the 
Druids became the Halloween of the Christians. But the 
religious meaning has gradually died out till the day has 
become at last, a time of fun and frolic. 

. while you are planning your Halloween party, 
with its games and amusements; while you are planning your. 
favors of “‘witches” and “black cats’ and “‘goblins,” think 
for a moment of the people to whom these superstitions were 
real; and then think for a moment more seriously, if there 
is not some superstition in your own mind that is just as real 
to you and would be just as amusing to the people of future 
generations as those of the past are to you. And then try to 
get rid of it, so that when another Halloween comes you . 
can truly say, “I have gained in wisdom through under- 


standing.” 


Be not in haste to censure, 
For well you know your mind 
Should hold good thoughts, thus bringing 
Real joy to all mankind. 


WEE WISDOM 
LET ME CRY 


Peart TYER 


ON’T KISS me, mamma, let me cry,”” sobbed 
Bobbie in his mother’s lap, whither he had run 
for comfort for his bump. 

“‘Don’t want mother to kiss the little head 
and make it well?” 

The yellow head shook an answer, “No.” 

“But I can’t have a crying boy where I 
am working.” 

Mother arose from her chair and Bobbie started slowly 
for the next room. It wasn’t so easy to cry alone after the 
hurt was gone, and he began to rub his eyes and look about. 
The open door called him and he wandered out along the 
gravel path. A heavy hop vine climbing over a window 
threw out a healthy tendril, and touched the little boy’s wrist. 

Bobbie drew his arm back quickly. ‘There now, I’m 
hurt again,” he said to the vine and looked at the red mark 
from the scratchy tendril. ‘““What did you do it for?” 

“You said you wanted to cry,” answered the vine 
pleasantly, for Bobbie knew how he might hear in his mind 
the answers of all things. 

Bobbie began to cry again and walked on to the rose- 
bush. Down went the little nose into the heart of a rose- 
bud nodding over the path, but quickly came the yellow 
head up again. 

““Your thorn pricked my forehead,” he said accusingly 
to the bush. 

“*T thought you wanted to cry,”” answered the bush. 

Bobbie sniffed a little. He looked ahead and saw 
the apple tree. He picked an apple from the ground. 

esa, I’ve bit nght into a worm hole,” he said to the 


a 
“Yes, I turned the crying side to you,’ ” said the apple. 
Bobbie began to munch the apple again but left the 


tree. 

“Butterball, ” he called to the calf at the little pasture 
fence, “‘come and lick my hand.” 

But Butterball danced on her dainty little feet and 
ran away. When she turned and bracing her wobbly legs 
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wide apart, looked rougishly back, he called, ‘““Come on, 
Butterball.”’ 

“*I wanted to make you cry,” answered Butterball. 

Bobbie turned to the house to the hammock on the 
porch, but as he sank back in it for consolation it tipped 
him out plunk down on the porch floor and sent his apple 
rolling. Bobbie screamed. 

“TI suppose you wanted me to cry, too,” he said to the 
hammock. 

“Why not?” answered the hammock, laughingly hit- 
ting him in the back. 

Bobbie sat quietly .for some minutes. 

“T have a slice of pear here for a bright, sunshiny 
boy,” called mother from the kitchen. 

a Bobbie cautiously looked in at the door. Mother was 


ing. 

“T’m that boy, mother,”’ he said. 

The open door and the sunshine called Bobbie out 
again and passing by the hop vine, he said, 

“*My, how you do grow! I'll twist these tendrils about 
the wires.” 

When the vine was cared for, it said, “‘Look at your 
hands. See how red they are from my prickers.”” 

“T don’t care,” answered Bobbie. 

“*That’s the way I show how strong I am,” explained 
the vine. 

When he came to the rosebud and was about to 
caress it, the rosebud nodded and said, “‘Remember my big, 
fine thorns.” 

“They are the biggest I ever saw,” said Bobbie ad- 
miringly, ‘“‘and have red tips a little like yourself.” 

Bobbie ran with a bound to the large apple tree and 
hugged it around its smooth trunk. 

“Old apple tree, why do you have some of your apples 
wormy >” 

“*So long as there are worms they must have a home 
somewhere,”’ answered the tree. 

“Oh, Butterball, Butterball!’’ he called as he skipped 
to the pasture fence. Butterball bounded away as before, 
but Bobbie laughed. ‘‘Oh, Butterball, how funny you 
jump on all four legs!” ~ 
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And Butterball came frolicking over to the fence and 
put her pink nose through the wires. 

When Bobbie came to the porch where the hammock 
was hanging empty he ran and jumped squarely into the 
center of it, and swung in its big comfortable folds. He 
heard father come to supper and mother telling about his 
bump and saying, “Don’t kiss me, mamma; let me cry.” 

Father laughed and said, ‘“That’s what some older 
folks say.” 

“I wonder what father means,” said Bobbie, jumping 
up. “I'll have to ask mother to ’splain.” 


THE SLEEPY LADY 


Mary BrewerRTON DE WITT 


The Sleepy Man comes soon around, 
He comes most every night. 

He carries one big pail of sand, 
He surely is a sight! 


They say he throws that sand about, 
Right in your mouth and eyes, 
And boys and girls both blink and stare, 


It gives them a surprise. 


But, Mother says that is a tale, 
To make us go to bed, 
She says the Sleepy Lady 


Comes sailing round instead. 


The Sleepy Lady’s eyes are blue, 
Her smile is big and wide, 

You gaze enraptured when she comes 
A-sailing by your side. 

She rides the Dreamland Butterfly, 
A Butterfly so sweet, 

And, if you look at them awhile 
You close your eyes in sleep. 


The Sleepy Lady is a love, 

I’m sure her heart is true, 
She likes to take you traveling "bout, 
Right through the heavenly blue. 
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ROYAL, SECRETARY 

Grete radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the 
wor 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and 
speak no evil. 

Requirement for hip imple request addressed to the 
Secretary of the Booster 915 Tracy City, Mo. 

Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month 
before the date of issue. 


HE Unity Boosters have been having one great 
time since the last report. We have adopted a 
constitution and we have regular meetings every 
month, with little parties and picnics between, 
and everyone is enthusiastic in boosting. Our 
next meeting is next Sunday after Sunday 


School, and we are going to give a brand new 
Booster pin to the one who has done the most 
_ good things during the past month. You ought to do that 
in your club. 

What are you going to give your friends for Christ- 
mas? Lots of our Boosters are planning to send WEE 
Wispom to their friends as a Christmas present. This 
makes a gift which keeps you both thinking about the same 
things and which comes every month to remind your friends 
that you love them. If you send in three names with a 
dollar and a half, I will send WEE Wispom to the three 
friends and also send you a cute WEE WISDOM statue. Be 
sure to write me direct for this statue, because maybe some 
of the other folks might forget to send it to you. 

Pretty soon it will be Thanksgiving. I'll bet you will 
have a nice dinner and will just give thanks for all the 
bounties which God has given you during the past year, and 
for the blessings he will give you during the year to come. 
Now, every Booster should share his good with others, and 
when he gives thanks for his nice things he should give 
thanks for the nice things which all the people in the world 
have. He should help others to give thanks by sharing his 
good with them. 
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There are lots of Booster reports this month, and there 
are many more which came too late to get in. They will 
be printed next month. Be sure to have a full report in for 
next month, because it will be the Christmas number, and 
it will be your last chance to get a letter printed this year. 

RoYAL. 
West Branch, Mich. 
Dear Royal—I am writing this letter down in our woods park 
and we are just through having our Sunday School and Silence. We 
are going to have dinner and supper here too, just as we do every nice 
Sunday that we can. It would be awful nice if you could be here 
to sit around the camp fire and sing some of your songs that I read 
about in Wee Wispom. We like music, but none of us are singers. 
Mother and I have both been down to speak Words of Truth for 
that lady again. Mother can only go to see her once a week, but I 
go every night, and she certainly is improving fast, for she can walk 
alone a little, and sits up many hours a day and eats and sleeps 
splendid. It is a case of “Hurrah for Practical Christianity,” and we 
feel so thankful that God has worked through us for such great healing, 
because everybody expected her to die and she had given up hope for 
herself. We are not going to have any club lessons until I am through 
driving the cows, because I get home so late and some of the little girls 
live too far out to go home after dark, but we will tell you all about 
them when we do have them. Virginia is keeping the campfire going 
and watching the dinner while I am writing this, and mother is laying 
down in the hammock—she seems to lie down a whole lot these days, 
and I guess she hasn't gotten over the pain and hard work of coming 
back yet. We are all speaking words of life and strength for her, and 
she is for herself, so she can’t help but get well. I had better close this 
letter because dinner is ready now. I wish you could have a taste of 
our scalloped potatoes and beans and jelly and things—you won't find 
a scrap of meat in any of our dinners, I can tell you. We won't 
-have animals or fowls hurt or killed for us, because God is in them 
too. Good bye. I. H. S. Crus, Earnest Balizell, Sec. 
Charleston, W. Va. 
Dear Wees— 
“O, sun and skies and clouds of June together, 
Ye cannot rival, for one hour, 
October's bright blue weather!” 
I'm so glad my birthday comes in this lovely month, the first day; _ 
for the bright wild flowers of autumn and my father’s beautiful 
dahlias illuminate my table. The tall broomsage has grown brown, 
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and furnishes an excellent place to play hide, but one has to step 
carefully in the fallen leaves or he will be detected. And what leaves 
they are! Many hours have I spent collecting bright ones to press, 
running in them with Billie B. and raking up great piles to bury him in, 
and to burn to make the “Autumn Bonfire.” Then there are the ripe 
chestnuts, hickory nuts, and butternuts that my little neighbor girl, 
Billie B. and I go racing after. And one more thing is lovely, that is 
the cool, moonlight night. Many of them I have gone out into, and 
swung back and forth listening to the hooting of a lonely owl. Your 
enthusiastic Wee, Mary Belle Johnston. 


Kansas City, Mo. 
Dear Wet Wispom—We are writing to tell all Boosters about 
our grand picnic. We first came to Sunday School, and gathered 
together as many as wanted to go, and chose the games we wanted to 
play. Then, after church we left in 
“Henry,” which is the name of Royal's 
car. We went to Spring Valley Park at 
28th and Brooklyn, and ran around and 
looked at the lake. We ate our lunch about 
2:30 in the afternoon. After lunch we 
played one or two games, took some pic- 
tures, and got in Henry and went to Swope 
Park and looked at all the animals. Some 
rode the ponies. All said they had a very 
pleasant time and that Henry was a fine 
car. There were fourteen of us. Yours 
respectfully. Maude Beeman, Sec. 


Winton, Wash. 
Dear Royal—I have started to school, 
and I am getting along fine. I hope all 
the other Boosters are getting along fine, 
too. There are seven scholars in our school, 
eight with our teacher. It is very pretty up here now. The leaves are 
of many colors; they are yellow, orange, green and red. I am going 
to bring my WeE Wispoms to school and let the children read them. 
I think they will enjoy them very much. I know I certainly do. With 

love to all the Boosters, Svea Fredrickson. 


Madison, Maine. 

Dear Wee Wispom—I am writing this in school, but I have 
studied my lesson. I received my Booster pin and like it very much. 
I wear it nearly everywhere I go. My school began September 1 Ith. 


Maud, Hester, Carl 


and Winona. 
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I dreaded it at first, but now I like it. I am a freshman in the 
Madison High School. We go up in the main room every morning 
for morning exercise and have two study periods in the main room each 
day, also. The freshman reception was last Friday night. I expected 
to get “salted,” but the principal gave a lecture to the three upper 
classes and made them promise not to “salt” the freshman and they 
kept their promise. They entertained us by giving selections on the 
piano and two girls sang. Then ice cream and saltines were 
served; after which we played games and all had a good time. The 
M. H. S. is invited to a box supper at North Anson and all the classes 
intend to have their straw ride then. If I write much longer I shall 
fill all Wee Wispom. Gertrude Gray. 


Spokane, Wash. 
Dear Royal—I saw my two letters in the WEE Wispom and I 
was very sorry that I had to write two letters, but I had to wait for 
the next Sunday for the girls to bring the money and I wanted our 
letter to get in, so I had to write two letters. I am sending 90 cents 
for six more pins. If you have enough room will your please put 
this in. 
JOY 
Joy! Joy! Joy! 
Let your love rays shine; 
I'll keep a heart full of mirth and joy, 
And all happiness will be mine. 


Shine! Shine! Shine! 
That's all I have to do; 
I'll keep right on shining 
And all else will be shining too. 
—Joyce Grier. 
Dear Royal—On Saturday, July 29, our Sunday School teacher, 
Mr. Maine, took us out in the woods and we cooked our dinner out 
there. While out in the woods we started a Booster Club. We want 
you to put us down as members. We have not received our pins yet; 
Mr. Maine has sent for them. We had our second meeting today, and 
we started to learn how to signal with flags. We learned some things 
about butterflies, too. We are going to have a meeting every month. 
Elmer is president, Harry is treasurer and I am secretary of our club. 
We have eight members and our names are Elmer Winterberger, Frank 
Day, Harry Sergent, Francis Sloat, Alfred Schroeder, Fred Schock, 
Estal Ernhout, Fred Schneider. Sometime we will write again. 
Frank Day, Secretary. 
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A friend has just shown us a letter written by a little 
English girl, called Mary, to whom she has been sending 
WEE Wispom. Mary seems very appreciative, and says: 

“I am keeping every one of the magazines as I receive them. 
There was a short play called ‘Sir Smile-Ups’ Happy Easter Band,’ 
so I thought would be nice to get up a concert with this play included. 
We made some tickets and sold them at a half penny and a penny 
each, and I was glad that numbers of them were sold. We did not 
know what to do with the money, until mother said we could buy eggs, 
and give to the wounded soldiers. So we did, and I am sure they were 
very pleased and thankful.” 


Sherman, Texas. 

Dear Wee Wispom—Maybe you remember me. I am the same 
Frances Vaughan who wrote to you from San Diego, California. 
Three months ago we moved to this southern town. I've often started 
to write to you, but something has always happened. to prevent it. 
None of the children here think as we do. I tried to organize a club, 
but it collapsed. There is a county fair here this week, combined with 
a circus. I saw it and it was fine. I must close now. With love to 


all the Boosters, Frances Vaughan. 


Winnipeg, Canada. 
Dear WEE Wispom—I would like to join the Booster Club and 
would like to know how much your pins would be for a dozen? Have 
you any Boosters way out here in Winnipeg? Yours truly, 
Star Clarke. 


Dallas, Texas. 
Dear Wees—The Golden Key Booster Club has been meeting 
regularly and our increase in membership is from four to nineteen. 
We meet each Tuesday at the different members’ homes. It is lots of 
fun to tell our good deeds when the roll is called. Once a month we 
get a Booster pin as a prize for the best list of good deeds done. 
Please send sample copies of WEE Wispom to the following new 
members. Miss Mamie Hunter, Rose Dimetry, Hortense Baker, 

Eugene Malone. With lots, and lots of Love, 
Go.pen Key Boosters, Polly Reagan, Sec. 


Calabar, Mont. 

Dear Wees—I thank all the Boosters for remembering me on 

my birthday. I will answer all the cards I received the last of next 
month. I received 19 cards. Yours truly, Jennie Dunlap. 
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BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 


Lesson 7, NOVEMBER 12 
WORLD TEMPERANCE SUNDAY—Rom. 14:13; 15:3. 


GotpEN TExtT—It is not good to eat flesh nor to drink wine, nor 
to do anything whereby thy brother stumbleth—Rom. 14:21. 

The first verse of this lesson seems to hold the central thought, 
“Let us not therefore judge another any more, but judge this rather, 
that no man put a stumblingblock ‘or an occasion to fall in his brother's 
way.” So many of us have the bad habit of fault finding. How often 
we say, “She should do this” or, “He ought not to have done that,” 
when really you know we should be finding out what we ought and 
ought not to do. We have no right to judge others. Our whole duty 
toward those about us is to help them in every way we can. The 
very best possible way to help others is to help ourselves. If our 
lives are bright and happy as they should be, it will encourage all 
those around us to live the Truth. We know that words are things. — 
Sometimes we are tempted to forget and say words like—‘“I am not 
well,” or, “I'm tired to death.” We know these are not true words. 
They make us feel all hollow inside. Every time we say them we 
make them seem more real. They have no power of their own be- 
cause they are not true, but every time we say them we give them 
more power until at last we really believe them. Not only do they 
harm us but they make all who hear them uncomfortable and un- 
happy. They tear down our very bodies and poison the air about 
us, as truly as poisonous gases would. 

We know the words which are true, and we have no right to 
speak any others. For our own sake and for the sake of others, who 
may hear, we should speak strong, true words which will build up our 
bodies and make the atmosphere around us pure and clear. Let us 
waste no more time judging others, but spend our time living the 
Truth as we know it. Then we will never by word or deed, cause 
another to stumble. Instead, by our way of living, we will be giving 
the whole world a boost in the right direction. 


Lesson 8, NOVEMBER 19 
FROM LELITA TO ROME—Acts 28:11-31. 
GotpeN Text—I am not ashamed of the Gospel, for it is the 
power of God unto salvation to every one that believeth—Rom. 1:16. 
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The last we read of Paul he had been shipwrecked on his way 


to Rome. Now we read at last of his arrival in the city where he 
had so long desired to be. He was a prisoner but was allowed to 
live alone with a guard. He had been in Rome but three days when 
he called the Jews together and began to tell them the truths of the 
Gospel.’ He told them things which we all know. He spoke of the 
kingdom of God (where is that kingdom?). Some of them believed 
and some of them did not, but Paul told them all just the same. He 
was wonderfully faithful and steadfast. He stood firmly by the 
Truth under all circumstances. He had always wanted to tell the 
people of Rome the Gospel of Christ, now he had a chance and he 
took it, even though he was a prisoner in chains. We would find it 
hard, wouldn't we, to tell about the freedom of Truth with chains 
about us? We are too likely to remember our Truth in sunshine, and 
forget it in shadow. Paul remembered it at all times. 

The great lesson to be drawn from the life of Paul is his steady 
faith. The Truth is the same at all times and at all places. The 
only power is the power of the Spirit. If there seems to be power in 
some evil thing it is because we have thought it there. The thing to 
do is to think it right out again. We can, no matter how strong it 
looks. Evil, or bad, is nothing of itself. It is a lack of good. Well, 
lack cannot be very strong. Lack is weakness. Then we can supply 
the lack by thinking good into it. When the lack is supplied it will 
disappear and only good remain. Sickness is merely lack of health. 
If we think health for the person, then the lack will no longer be 
there. Hate is lack of love. If we supply the loving thoughts, the 
lack will fade away. If we use our faith, it will grow strong and 
steadfast like the faith of Paul; and all the lack in our lives will be 
supplied with Good. 


Lesson 9, NOVEMBER 26 
A LIVING SACRIFICE—Rom. 12:1-8. 

GotpeN Text—Present your bodies a living sacrifice, holy, ac- 
ceptable io God, which is your spiritual service—Rom. 12:1. 

In this chapter Paul tells some of the things we must do if we 
wish to follow in the footsteps of Jesus. In the Golden Text he says, 
“Present your bodies a living sacrifice, holy, acceptable to God.” 
What is truly the meaning of the whole chapter—that we should give 
our lives to God or Good. Our bodies, we know, are Temples of the 
Living God. We are houses for the Christ-Spirit. Of course, when 
we know this, we will want them to be holy and pure. We will want 
them to be strong and beautiful. The way to do all this is te think 
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only true thoughts. By our thoughts we can build our bodies as we 
choose. If our thoughts are true, our bodies will be healthy and 
lovely and the light of the Spirit will shine out of our eyes. This is 
what is meant by presenting our bodies a living sacrifice. It means to 
give ourselves entirely to the Spirit, but in so doing we gain all good. 

One of the best verses of this chapter is the last one which is not 
printed in our lesson text. It is this: “Be not overcome with evil, 
but overcome evil with good.” !t is foolish to be overcome with evil, 
because evil is nothing. However, many people believe so firmly in 
evil that they give it power to overcome them. They have not read 
and applied Paul's lesson of so many years ago. Or maybe they 
think Paul didn’t mean them. Those words are the words of Spirit 
spoken through the mouth of Paul, and they are for everybody, 
always. The only possible way to overcome evil is with good. It is 
very easy. Just put Good where the evil was, and there is no longer 
any evil. It is a ‘matter of faith. If you believe that only good is 
true, you can overcome evil every time. It works now the same as 
it did in Paul's day, and it will work always, for it is an unchange- 


able law of God. 


Lesson 10, DECEMBER 3 
JESUS CHRIST THE FIRST AND THE LAST.—Rev. | 


GotpeN Text—Fear not, I am the first and the last and the 
living one, and I was dead and behold, I am alive forever—Rev. 
1:17-18. 

The Golden Text says, “Fear not, I am the first and the last and 
the living one.” Now do we all know what the J Am is? It is the 
Christ Spirit which is within each of us, the All-powerful, Almighty 
One. It is the first and the last and the only. It is the living one. 
It is life itself. It is the life in everyone. It is the power, the love 
and the all. The J Am says, “Fear not.” Why should we fear 
indeed when we know that this great / Am or Christ Spirit is within 
us, ready to guide and protect us? 

Think how many of the people you know are afraid. They 
are afraid of the dark and afraid of the cold. They are afraid of 
storms or sickness or some other shadow. They are afraid of fail- 
ing in what they try to do. They do not know that by being afraid 
they are keeping success away from them. Being afraid is a sin.. 
It is sacrilege. It is denying God. It brings its punishment too, for 
when we fear a thing we draw it straight to us and give it power 
to harm us. When we believe in the great ] Am within us and 
know that it is all-powerful we cannot be afraid. 
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BLANCHE’S CORNER 


THANKSGIVING 


Of course we all know about how 
Thanksgiving originated. § Doubtless 
many of you could tell the story much 
better than I. Just imagine how it 
would be to leave your homes and go 
away off on a ship to a new land, a 
place where there were no cities, and no 
people except savages whose talk you 
could not understand. How odd it 
would seem not to be able to run to the 
store for anything we wanted. In the days when the Pilgrim 
fathers landed there were neither houses nor stores in this 
country. They had to set to work immediately to build 
homes from logs and to plow the ground for crops. The 
first winter, of course, they had to live on what game they 
could catch and the food they had brought with them from 
across the sea, but in the spring they began to plow the 
ground and plant. seed. It was bitter, hard work, hewing 
logs and preparing the ground which had never been plowed. 

How anxiously through the summer our forefathers 
must have watched the progress of the crops. When fall 
came and the leaves were all golden and red, how thankfully 
indeed they must have gathered the harvest. I can imagine 
them laughing and chatting as they worked in the pure, crisp 
autumn air. It was not hard work, this gathering of God's 
bounty. It was a happy, loving work and their hearts were 
light, for they knew that through the long, cold winter they 
would be well supplied with food. There was a still deeper 
current running through all this joy. The strange land 
was becoming the home land. It had begun to yield to 
them its riches and they had begun to love it in return. 
They were realizing that even here, so far from their old 
homes, the same God was hovering close, protecting and 
guiding and giving them of his substance. 

While this song was singing in the hearts of everyone, 
somebody thought how fine it would be to have a big feast 
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and pile the table high with good things to celebrate the 
goodness of God. What a treat it must have been to have 
seen the ruddy faces of the Pilgrim fathers who had labored 
so faithfully, and to have heard the hearty laughter. What 
a wonderful thing it must have been to have seen the tears 
of joy in the eyes of the Pilgrim mothers as they served the . 
good things. The Pilgrim mothers—who had worked and 
also prayed constantly and without ceasing—believing in 
the mercy and goodness of God. Not only was it a feast 
of food, but a feast of Life and Love. So deep was the 
seed-thought planted in the lives of these people that even 
now, after so many years, we still celebrate the anniversary 
of the first harvest home—the first Thanksgiving. We, who 
understand the Truth, celebrate every day with thanksgiving 
and praise to the All-providing Spirit. We know that every 
day the goodness and life and love of God are ours for the 
' taking. But in the fall-time, when the bounty is spread so | 
lavishly before our eyes—bounty not only of food, but of 
color, beauty and life as well—even the dullest must awaken 


and praise God. 


LITTLE GIRL’S HALLOWEEN 


Little Girl resolved to do something nice on Hallow-— 
een. She thought and thought, and finally decided to 
make Little Neighbor Girl happy with a surprise party. 

So she wrote invitations to little Neighbor Boy and 
Little Friend Helen; and while Little Neighbor Girl was 
away she put jack-o-lanterns, cornstalks, a tub of water to 
bob for apples in, and a table full of good things to eat in 
Little Neighbor Girl’s playroom. 

When it was dark, Little Neighbor Boy, Little Friend 
Helen and Little Girl all went to Little Neighbor Girl’s 
house, dressed in their costumes. Little Neighbor Girl 
herself had her own costume on, and it was funnier than 
the others. They all had lots of fun laughing at her in 
her queer, Simple Simon face, bobbing for apples, throwing 
cornstalks, hickory nuts and beans out the window at Big 
Boys in the yard, eating the good things, and playing indoor 
games. 

Little Girl was so happy because Little Neighbor Girl 
had been surprised and appreciated Little Girl’s giving her 
the party.—A true story, by M. B. Booster. 
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NAN’S ONE-EGG CAKE 


Mary BrewerTon DE WITT 


Once I made a little cake, Next, the yellow of one egg; 
Baked it in a pan, My, it looks so nice! 
One cup of sugar to one-third But don’t forget the pinch of 
butter, salt, 
Mixing it well for Nan. It’s quite as gocd as spice. 


Just one-half a cup of milk, The flavoring we don’t forget— 
Beat the eggy white, Almond might be best, 

Then, if you fold it softly in, A teaspoonful of baking powder 
*Twill be like feathers light. To top and crown the rest. 


Whisk it altogether 
In a buttered baking pan, 
Quick, slide it in your oven. 


Oh, what a feast for Nen! 


Dear Reaper: When you find a blue blank pasted on this 
page, you will know that it is time for you to renew your subscription. 

I want to visit you every month, for I have many good things in 
store for you, but of course I cannot come if you do not send my 
traveling expenses. Please let me hear from you just as soon as you 
receive the notice. 

Yours in Love and Truth. 

WEE WISDOM, 917 Tracy Ave., Kansas, Citv. Mo 
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